s
gl o

b 2 . She gleove that litle llmnhqs form
' L i dram |+ [n shame and acoro
v With Baminbed lips to ory * Hot corn !

“i;ﬁ:
deak, this cry came npin a

ridened, ill-fod, and
.

POSTER,
e
tlve dn*:nlul.:

home

rop e v e g o the
nuuahwmm:m“-

ot g

ook thou mot wpon the wing whon it s red, At
mgumlh-mml an

dor. —Provenm. pIReR SR e
" . j ,

G ﬂmwghg
said E&T& Wernér, as ' '
hand. of ber frisnd. “L cannot calmly
soo him pursue the downward

withont ome word 'ftoa yoh to e

“We discoverod the ownee of the hot eorn cry, in || him in his career.”
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tones
And eried, “Come by Not earn, hot sorn 1
Like some s4d apitit walted by,

Came up &n ittle Fﬂu
Swoet ai-ccli lotle m-l?’ wiirth.
u.lhm tt:z\l'b l:.m"ui
n pale, wan thing,
¢ o oy
'd an sge of sullerivg ;

While e'en 01l ni;h'l’-“mohd ) i worn,
In feeblér voioe, sho ovied, ““Hot corn 1"
The ¥ | fell on her Toce,

B hu-lln?ndqu;
And down ker pallid cheeks, the tree

O tears, bespoke her miseries;
With hunger gnawing ab her beark,

She thi\rzrn[“u the light-wind blew
Her wolled und cluthies apart

Till all insensibile ahe grow,
Then sinking in unblessed g
Forgot to cry, * Hot cort™ and weep,

Alone, s0 young, how cume aho there 1
To aell liot corn so bute st night;

Had she no friends, 5o howie, no where
To rest, and hide hor from the sight

Of the rude world 7 No mother T Huah |
That holy nanie is nok Lhe one

For Katy's parent.  Wontan | hlush
For thy lost sisters bluah Lo ewn

That thou canat ever fall so Jow,

To plongs thy children inte woe.

Within that mother's b Lhig light

Of lova wus quench'd, quench'd hy the flood,
The iilmmuglﬂi&od, whose waters Ulight

All that iw left of buman good ;
And in hor brgsst that demon reigued,

Who '*Give, give, give I is ever erying ;
Demanding still to be mhintuined,

While ull within, sround, ls dylsg;
Ouvtpanring [n its Ubsneful breath,
Destruction, sorrow, sin nnd death.

The lips which should have Kiss'd awsy
ifer dnnghter's tears, denit curses forth;
The Ll which should have been Ler stay,

Wia bub the minister of wath ;
Blind to her wants, deal Lo ber prayem,
Reguriless of the driving storin,
To opon streets and midnight airy,

*Hot carn, Lok oom."” night siter night,
Morg {aint and feehle grew thal voice—
Blill fiercaly burned ench glaring light,
Still nusie mude the town rijolte;
The neneeless foolnieps pans nlong,
Up came the wild, discordant tones,
The voiees of the thoughticss throng,
The bounding wheels rolled o'or the stones—
Biut midet the din, the rush, the roar,
Poor Katy's #ry is heard no more.

I'n one of those dark, noisone cells,

I'he wretehed eall their home, slio Les
All motionless; the icy apells

Of denth have closed those weary pyes ;
She speake ot now.  Alas| how drend !

Thut enlw, repronchiul silence, when
Beside the wronged and injured dend,

We kneel in yvmin | Low in that den,
Behald the stricken mother cower
Arown sober [a one learful hour,
She eulls bier »Eaty dorling |''—peers !
_Into that pale and sunken face,
She bathes that sonncless brow with lears,

Zpes on those brulsed Lmby, the trace
(1 her own cruelty ;—agnin

She colla nnd prys for ono st word
AN bleat forgiveneas —all in valn,

The answering vo.ce ho more is heard.
Thie soulless elay wlone is Lhere,
And fell remorse, and dark deapair,

Weep, wrelehed woman, weep ! That face
Shull haunt thee to Lhy dying day;
WNor time from memory erise
_Thy ehild's deep wrongs, Tor they
ahall weoreh into thy guilly broast ;
L il exeéitement thou alinlt hear
Her eries; and midot thy fitful rest,
Shall thst paie phuntom form sppesr,
Ard o'er thy drunken moping, stand
To curse thee with an outstretehed hand,

Yet oot alove with thee, ubide

That curse.  Ob1 Men und Cliristions | can
Ye robe yourselves in god- L ke prille,

And Losst jnuri.umf. the one where wisn
Ta most exilbed ; yeb perius

The demon Drunkcuncuns to ronm
Unlettered through your streeis to mit

By ev'ry cornes, ev'ry home—
The weak und wretehiod to ullure
To drink, to suffer, und endure.

1a mercy, then, darrest the reign
Of thrts dread lend ; and ob | protect
Man from bis sotfeinflicted puin ;
Spare the young wife, whose hopes nre wreek'il,
Whose heart s oriishied, whose bowe Joraken,
Whose Lile's o desolated wild,
To infant proyers snid Lears awnkom,
And Trom the mother suve the ehild,
Hark to the echo |— Bave, oh, sve 1
Pleadn & sad volce Irow Kaly's grave.

— S i —
» The best of men are sometimes
short. . We know a clergyman who is
not over three feet, and a deacon who
never has a sixpence about him,

little girl, abont tweive

4| ful words fell like burai

“Why, Edith, how werious you are”
said Mary Ellis, with a laugh,
“What e would all I can say have
upon him ! and besides, | apprehend no
danger in his taking a little generous
wine.” RNy

He who raises the' wine-cup 10-his
lips once,” said Edith, solemnly, “is in
danger. However cautionsly he treads
that mazy path, he will find a stibging
serpent amid the flowers.” |

“Could you bear to see him going the
way of the inebriste, and at last lrns in
'the drankard’s loathsoms grave! Oh!
Mary, think serionsly of these things be-
fore 11 is too late.”

“If 1 ocould see the peril you fear,
Edith, I confess it would give me great
gorrow ; but no,” said: Mary, with ani-
| mation, “*he will never debase his noble
| intellect in inebriety. He is too gener-
ous to crush the high hopes of his frends;
{ too ambitious o trample all his bright
| prospects in the dust; oo good,” she
‘ continued, blushing, “to destroy the hap-
|| piness of those that love him."

[|* “Are they only the weak, the unam-
|| bitious, the unloved,” ssid Edith, “‘who
|| are Jaid low by the fell destroyer, Alco-
'hol? Ah! no; often, Oh! how often,
‘| the oung, the lovely, the good, fall reck-

?y into the fatal snares. Look at the

||lm

- || foulest blot on our village. Life to him

|| was once all sunshine. My father knew
| him in his youth as a man of great pro-
| mise, esteemed and beloved ; but did his
[ bright bopes save him from the abyss in
‘ which he lies? Oh! Mary, delay not;
| throw all your good influence around
| Harry ; for alas! I fear you do not real-
‘ ize how heedlessly he 15 hastening his
|| own destroction.”

| “f will ponder on what you #ay,” said ‘
Mary, thoughtfully, as she rose o accom: |

|| pany her friend to the door.
It was a resplendent eveving, and the
wo [riends sealed themselves batﬂ
ments i§

A " *he trées to enjoy for a few o

beauties. But afew words passed lheir
lips, for the remarks of Edith had made
! a deep impression on the heart of Mary;

|| they hiad left a weight there not easily ||
|| removed; and Edith had no wish to dis- |
[| turb the thoughtful mood that might re- |

|| sult in her own and Harry’s good,
| Well-known, familiar voices came

|| walted on the still night’s air to their |
|| ears, in earnesl conversation, as two |

|| young men passed along the street.

||~ €Clinton, | do realize my sitation. It
|| stands with all its attendant horrors, full ||
|| before me. With what a fearfol weight ||
[l it presses on my soul, But | am ‘pow- |

|| erless,’ ‘lascinatdd,’ ‘spell-bound,’ irre-
| coverably in the wiles of the lempter.
|Oh! God! that | should come to this.
| Clinton,, you, the untempled, know not

the torwre of {his langing, this borning,
| ingatiable thirst, which nothing will ap-
li- you may never know! You say, ‘bea
| man, shake off these horrid fetters’

| hateful ratllesnake; yes, 1o an object
twice as hateful, twice as fearful to my
sonl.”

“Harry,” said Clinton, with deep enio-
tion, “I pity you, God knows how much ;
but do not, do dot despair, By all your

I hopes of time and elernity, do not say
ou cannot release yoursell {rom these

i hellish chains. For ‘her sake,’ rouse
ourself, for Mary’s sake, who loves you
tter than life.”

he struck his ¢
twhar might I be but for her. If you
Mary, had uttered bat one word to ai
me in my good resolve—but no! it'was
you who placed with yonr own hands
ihe fatal glass to my lips! It was your
' finger that pointed out the smooth, de-
I| ceitful way! you—Oh! God! what am !
| saying!” “he exclaimed, vehemently.
| “Clinton, I believe I am mad i

Mary had lieard enoogh. Thosedrend-

ocoals on her

| writhing heart, and she fell almost lifeless
\imo the arms of Kdi y
| Oh! the terrible sgony of that sleep-
| less night. She felt an awful retribution

pease but the accursed wine ! 'God grant ||

| Clinton, I cannot ! I have not power! 1| 3 , .
am as sursly, as fatally diawn as by the | He left his native State and became a |

rmpglikga. eath-knell i ear. D::-
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tem before h
her m He
Where was that ike purpose,

est of a glorious fruition? Quenched in
the foaming nectar.

Oh ! she would lay down her lifa to
recall that hour, but, “too lute, too lnte,”

spirit. Alone in
consciencs-aid. hee God, ehe pload fo
forgiveness and for stre ith the
momiog light came soothing words from
Edith, “Even in the ele honr thére
His hope,” and a hope, faint and feeble,
like the glimmer of a lamp to the abip-
wrecked marines, sprang up, that she
might yat save him. _

'&ith her whole #oul she wronght for
his ealvation, and hope would Yise and
rise again, on buoyant, silver wings, to
fall into utter durkness. and again
did she promise to risk

remained in abstinence; and ss olien
would that cherished promise be.una-
vailing, 10 keep hira from the toils of sin.
Once more he sought her forgiveness,
and gained it, he knew for'the last time ;
and valiantly he fought with his insatia-
ble appetite.  Bight mouths passed—the
was almost won. Their sun ol lile
brightened, and shed a warm glow over
their hopelul futare. - Castles, with gold-
en tarrets, gleamed in their imaginations,
Glorions visions danced gaily belore
them. A thousand plans were discuss-
ed, tha} seemed almost acecomplished.
{ Must that radiant sun go down in dark-
ness ! the glittering castle sink in olouds?
those glorious visions pale in despair?.,
One evening Mary sat listening enger-
ly for the welcome sound of bis foat-
step, her fancy wreathing for futurity a
chaplet o! brilliant gems, when hark ! it
is his step, bul—0, God! it lahers, it
[ wavers! “Bave, Oh! save me, from this

in his keep- '
inui, if, after a few months probation, he I trance of the church, Mary lified a prayer
sl !

tan his name, but somebody, (hey sy,
1) | be m 10--hear “.-"*n.

|
|
plied from
!thnwm.- mﬁ'réf.‘.’l‘fﬁ'ﬁ was
| the anniversary of the iwo well remem-
bhuréd pm:{r[g, and her heart was full of
' the ears stood j a8
| ahe Fooked up 1o the o ad ke
appearing in the dark firmament; their
| long rays came down. and made those
e
Y 318 1 1
| had congealed ina limgvaiunoluu?;
| hue "upon the itrees, that:swayed and
cracked: in. the. light, wind. A& shower
of diamonds pame rustling down st every
motion, and lay strewed on thé snov-
clad earth.: ls.‘nr( ﬁl fence and wall
| was tasselled ‘wit 'Ifl'lﬂtl,'lml even
| the datk boildings-of the great city were
roofed with silver,
As they threaded their way to the en-

of thankfulness to the Author of the
 beautiful; thit she was aiill able to wor-
, uhi&hirn in_ his woiks,
hen she entered it was nearly filled.
A flood of light danced and glittered on
the walls, and threw long, grotesque
shadows among the dim arches, and
| flushed back in rainbow hues from the
| gorgeously- stained windows. A Hom
| of voices mingled with' the musical tin-
 kle of the pendants, that irembled on the
great chandeliers, as foot after fool sped
up the long aisles.
Scarcely noticing  the nasemblqi:
|around her, Mary seated, hersell, a
gorbed in atleep reverie of the past. A
| few moments, and. then the voices were
| hushed and silénce reigned. The speak-
er had risen,
His first words, clear and deep-toned,
fell with electrifying power, as he pro-
| claimed himseli deyoted, heart and soul,
to the cause for which he labored. That

tiour,” eried Mary, with ashy lip and

d‘ﬁgﬂm:}md withy Beriat Ritarity |

| commenced bantering her on her forlorn
appearance, She stood [or 3 moment, |
| berelt of utterance, then with a wild and |
| frantic evergy, exelaimed— |
HOh! Harry, tis past! mK dream of |
| happiness dead, dead! The hopeé that I

| have dared to cherich in my heart has |
|| recoiled, like a venomous serpent, and

| poisoned its life springs. Harth has no
usmile for me, alas | nor Heaven. Leave
me, Oh! leave me!" :

He stood gazing into her face wilh a
vacant atare, as if not comprehending her
vehement words, and then his awf{ul situ-
ation came roshing vpon him with the

{ hand in his iron grasp, aud showered on

He placed his promise of happiness, in
i| ime and eternity, in the scale against |
her oruel temptation. He cast the wreck
of all his prospects, his principles, his |
 fove, on her hands, and leljljforevar, with |
(| & curse’on his lips,

|| wanderer. Litle did she bear of him, |
!' but that litle was ever the same, onward |
|| and downward, till at last she lost all |
| trace of his existence, 0

Had life one gleam for her? Not one. |
| She cared not to live, she dared not to
|die; but the tide of misery surged on
| and on, and cnveloped her in the cold,

and she moved on, her eye robbed of its
light, her step of its elasticily, aimless,

“Por her sake,” said Harry, bitterly, as || Wilhout a jay, unable to caich one glance
lenched bands together; || of the white-winged dove of Peace;

[ when the wailing of thousands in the
land roused her from her Iethar]gy; a
[ery to “come over and help us,” a cry
[ for assistance in the baitle ‘against the
demon Alcohol. ]

Then her heart beat with new life, and
#he vowed herself a champion 10 fight
with the Philistine. Her whole soul was
armayed in this bautle of the Lord’s; and
he blessed her efforts. Though life’s
pleasures had all drogped and faded, yet
she had a holy purpese for which to Jive
and ntmg‘f!o, « g[brious end 1o gain, and
she rested trustingly on his His dll-saving

|

force of & thunderboll. Overcome with |
wine, passion and griel, he cavght her |

{ voice, Well might Mary Eilis gasp lor

*mm"io'ﬁhwm voice
had last fallen in a curse upon her ear.
| No one observed her agony, They were
| spell-bound by the flood of eloguence
(that rolled over them. One moment a
shout from a thonsand tongues rent the
“ear, and flonted away among the high
| arches ; the next, the slillness of death

Kennded that vast ussembly, Hourafier
| hour flew by, and they heeded it not.
| Their gaze riveled on that speaking eye,
they drank in every word as a delicious
draught, though to many, sharper than &
two-edged sword.

He pansed a moment, then re-com-
| menced in a low voice, whose mournful
| eadencae thrilled on every hearer.

4] feel it my puinful duty, yet still a
| duty 1 owe to this glorious canse and the

her head the most dreadful reproaches. || yotng, whose interests are very dear to

me, thovgh it almost wrings the life-
blood from my heast lo relata to you a
poition of my life; for,” said he, in an
agitated voice, “l was not once what
you now see me,” and then he told, in
Ere-louched language, what we already
now,

Of Mary, he spoke tenderly, Oh! how
tenderly, of her loveliness, her virtues :
“but she,” said he, while tears sparkled
in his soul-lit eyes, as he looked on the
sad, sweet faces before him, “my young

| friends, raised the poisoned chalige to
| my lips, and bid me taste; thoughtlesaly,
litile dreaming she was plunging a dag-

|dark waves of despuir. Years passed, || ger in her own bosom, sowing seed that

|| wonld waste all the sweet flowers of af-
| lection. Oh! how she suffered. Too
| late she sought to redeem her error; too
late! foo lale! Bhe agonized to save'me.
Life was to her no, more than the dyin
zephyr, if; by its saerifice, she shoul
enatch me from the abyss to which [ was
fast hmeningl; bat 1 trampled on all
those sweet bloskoms ‘of her love, and
‘becanse shi refused to link her fate with
mine, a foul wreleh, fend that | was, |
cursed her 1o heér face.: Ch! forgive
me,” said he, lifting his eyes lo heaven ;
“I never can forgive mysell”

“Tortured with remorse, | drank deep-
er and deeper, and with rapid stri lﬁ-
proached n and pearer the pnfath-
omable gulf,’ ffom which there Is no

escape. Not a ray of light shone down




